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CLERMONT HERBERT; 
OR PRESENTIMENT, 


Continued. 


* 


Tue letter from Isabella was received by her a 3 


with transport, for he had long mourned her as dead; an 
now, to have her restored to him, doubly endeared her to 
his heart. But he knew not how either to get to her, or 
send for her; and as the strength of his feeling had long 
since sunk into apathy, he thought, as she was well and 
happy, he had better let her stay where she was, till sum- 
mer made the travelling pleasant; and then I can go for her. 
She, meantime, can go and board, at Mr. Franks’ in Phi- 
ladelphia, where she will learn to behave herself, when she 
comes here to take her place as the mistress of my famiiy. 
He accordingly wrote to her in the following words: 
My Dear Child, 

How happy I am to hear you are alive and well, God 
knows; nor how sorry I was when I heard you were lost, 
only myself knows. And now I can’t come for you till 
summer; for the roads are so bad that it will not do jor a 
carriage to go on them for some months yet. Besides | am 
old, and net used to the cold winds; so that, though I long 
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to see you, yet for my own sake, I must be content with 
hearing from you. The two hundred doilars you now get 
you may do as you please with. But what cash you get 
from Mr. Carkson in Philadelphia, you must keep an ac- 
count of how you spend, as I don’t like to have money 
thrown away; for God knows, I scraped it hardly together; 
so that it ought to be carefully laid out. But you are such 
a good girl, and have written me such a dutiful letter, 
that you shall have as much as you want for clothes 
and shining things, but none to give away. This, my 
dear child, is all from your fond father till death. 
JOHN FITZRANDOLPH. 

P. S. Take care of them young spa irks; for | am deter- 
mined you shan’t marry tli I ai dying. So, don’t let them 
fall in love with you, nor don’t look at them, till I see them 
first, Only like other peopie; and when I come there, I 
will thank them myself. J. F. 

This letter feil on the warm, grateful heart of Isabcila, 
like ice; it threw sucha damp on her spirits that, for a mo- 
ment, she wished she had died on the passage. O Cler- 
mont! my more than brother,—have I not then the power 
to reward you as I wished? I had hoped that my father 
would have at least aera ‘d you to his house, to stay as long 
as you pleased.—Alis! simple Isabella! it was not thy 
gratitude, but thy love, that was disappointed. For, though 
vanity, pride and spirit had induced her to show Thomp- 
son those attenuons which fed his fancy with the idea, that 
he had supplanted Ciermont in her heart; yet was that heart 
Cicrmont’s still: and, like the simple moth that hovers round 
the flame which will ultimately destroy it; so did Isabella 
nourish a destructive idea, and hoped she knew not 
what. But still she thought, could her dear father but see 
Cierimont, and hear him es rse, he would be as pleased as 
she was with him; and then, the ample fortune she would 
bring him, wouid induce him to love her; as if the feelings of 
the heart could be bent to inclination, The disappointment 
caused by the letter threw her into such a state of sorrow, 
that she was for some days obliged to keep her chamber. 
But the kindness of the amiable Maria B. and her mother, 
soothed her into a calm retrospection of her situation, which 
she had conceived so deplorable; and she then summoned 
up courage sufficient to show Mrs. B. her letters, Well, 
my dear, said she caimly, and what is there in this to cause 
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you so many tears? Your father, old, weak, and infirm, 
telis you he has not enterprize ¢nou ch to brave the weather, 
through impassable roads in a wild country , where you may 
ride some hours without seeing a house, (and where the ac- 
commodations are so bad, that even the common pedlars 
complain of them) for a few months. He sends vou two hun- 
dred dollars to dispose of, even without telling him what 
you have done with them; dia an unlimited letter of credit, 
with only the wish of knowing how you dispose of it, and 
desires you to passa few months in the most agreeable city 
in the states, till he can come for you. Upon my word, Isa- 
bella, you are a very silly girl, indeed. Come, dry up your 
tears, and join us in the pariour. O, Mrs. B. cried Isabella, 
in how different a point of view do you place my father; 
how kindly considerate does he now appear, whom I thought 
cold, negligent and unfeeling! O, no doubt, your imagina- 
tion had represented him as flying on the wings of the wind, 
defying rain, hail or snow;‘but, my dear, if you expect to be 
happy, you must not suffer these flights of fancy to usurp 
the piace of your better judgment. Men are butmen. Even 
the most ardent lover, after a tew montis possession, sees 
his wife as one whose willis, or ougit to be, subservient to 
his: what then is the obedience ihai is duc to so kind a fa- 
ther! But surely now, Mrs. B., said she, he might have 
desired me to come home. I am young enough not to fear 
the cold; and Clermont Herbert would have waited on me 
—And that, my love, would have been very decorous, in- 
deed! for so young a girl as you are, to have been escorted 
home bya dashing young English gentleman! Why, you 
wouid have afforded a topic of scandal for every ill-natured 
old woman, or envious young one, in the w hole | vicinity ; 
and at a future period, it might have done you a material 
injury. So, no more repining; but, dress yourself, and 
come down tothe parlour; I expect company, and you must 
show yourself to the best advantage; for there will be some 

of the smartest beaux in the country; so you had better set 

your cap for one of then. Isabella laughed, and prepared 
to obéy; while Jenny, who was delighted at the idea of stay- 
ing in Philadelphia, wondered why Isabella did not share 
her joys. But Isabella’s heart was oppressed, and her spirits 
sunk under her disappointment; yet she strove to rally them 
to the utmost of her power. This was the first time she had 
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been introduced into company; and Mrs, B. who both lov- 
ed and pitied her, did every thing in her power to set off 
her attractions. ‘They played, and sung; and as Isabella had 
a soft sweet voice, Mrs. B. prevailed on her to take a seat 
at the piano; where the soft air of ‘* When pensive I 
thought on my love,” procured her so much applause that 
she found courage to enter into conversation with some of 
the ladies around her. But their frivolity soon fatigued her; 
and she turned from them in disgust; while many of the 
gentlemen, who had heard she would have a large fortune, 
paid her the greatest attention. Again she tried, but in vain: 
she knew nothing of farming, fishing, or shooting; and on 
those subjects only were they eloquent. Ah! sighed she, is 
then Clermont a phenomenon? But—no; Thompson’s 
mixd is as highly cultivated, and his sentiments are similar 
to my own. Qh! why can I not teach this wayward heart 
to return the tenderness he feels for me? I will at least try. 
Clermont I shall never see again; nor ought I to desire it. 
Thompson loves me: why then should I waste my best 
days in pinmg for a blessing that I never can enjoy? For 
shame! Isabella; rouse yourself, and rise superior to this 
weakness. O. 
(To be continued.) 


——s3 + @& 


BEAUTY. 


(Concluded trom last number.} 
MADAN, 


In the close of my communication, last week, 1 have’ 
given an instance where the want of beauty has rendered a 
woman a valuable domestic companion; I will here pursue 
the thought, and conclude my remarks:—The husband of 
such a woman finds content at home; for his wife, con- 
scious that to him alone she must look for happiness, is desi- 
rous of enjoying as much of his society as his avocations 
will permit; for every hope in him is centred And know- 
ing. as common sense tel!s her, that discord is not the pro- 
per inhabitant for the dwelling of the man whom she loves, 
it is therefore banished; while gentle peace, the only resi- 
dent in the bosom of the mistress of the mansion, diffuses 
her mild spirit throughout their establishment. Are they m 
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affluence? order and respect prevail among the servants; for 
the eye of a mistress inspects their every action; plenty exists 
without waste, and economy without meanness. Is labour 
their destined path? to them it is sweetened by participa- 
tion; and-as the husband enjoys domestic felicity, he has no 
temptation to waste his hours, reason or substance, in the 
riotous folly of a temple of Bacchus, where the only con- 
versation is coarse jokes that wound the feelings, or common 
piace discussion of subjects that interest but for the mo- 
ment. No—conscious that a cordial smile of welcome 
awaits him, he hastens to his dwelling, when the labours of 
the day are over; where, after a cheerful repast, and a few 
hours of social conversation, he finds that calm undisturbed 
repose, unknown to the Bacchanalian; and the morning sun 
beholds him, invigorated by his slumbers, hastening to his 
daily labou., serene in mind and light of heart, for calm 
content presides over him. ‘This springs not from female 
power, but from female influence, which is omnipotent. But, 
madam, I wish not to infer, that all handsome women are 
vain. No—so far from it, that I am conyinced that where 
beauty is attended by an unconsciousness of its existence, 
and discretion, prudence, modesty and delicacy accompany 
it, then it is a jewel indeed to the possessor. but, alas! this 
is seldom the case; for when the giass presents the smiliig 
image to the fair nymph, a desire of admiration springs 
in her heart; and to adorn the person beconics the 
whole business of her hours of retirement, and to dis- 
play it to the greatest advantage her oniy view. Yet so 
great is the fascination of beauty, that even the philosopher 
is charmed by it; and it is not unul possessed, that its in- 
sufficiency to give happiness is fully known. Neither is the 
want of beauty always a criterion to judge of the mind. 
Many females are so vain as to fancy beauties where none 
exist; and not finding their desire ior admiration gratified, 
they become envious of its fair posscssors, whom they en- 
deavour to injure by black malignant slander. Such be. 
ing’s approach as near to demous as human nature can go; 
for where envy predominates, vice 1s sure to reside. When 
beauty of person is accompanied by mental charms, then 
it is an advantage to the possessor; as, by its attraction, it 
draws those to admire the mind, who were only charmed 
by the person. But when frivolity is its attendant, its charms 
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become the bane of the frail fair one, who too generally 
falls a victim to the fascinated Seadicey aud when cloyed 
by possession, he forsakes her, she, still conscious of her 
attra Uons, again spreads her snares to allure, and is again 
forsaken. Thus do her fatal charms plunge her headlong 
ino the abyss of eternal misery hereafter, while infamy and 
degradation are her portion in ‘this lifte—who, had she not 
possessed the dangerous power of fascination, might have 

lived unknown, and died beloved by her relations. To this 
being, ail will certainly allow beauty was a curse: Thus is 
the frail though admired flower so frequently injurious, and 
its €Xce ellency so doubtiul, that when all points are just ily 
balanced, I will venture to pronounce it a mere non- 
entity, which is ncither an advantage, nor really a disad- 
vantage, unless vanity renders it such; and I sincerely think 
the only real advant. ge a female can enjoy is a temper that 
is not disturbed by ** trifles light as air,”’ and that soft sen- 
sibility of heart, w hich render her an affectionate wife, a fond 
mother, a kind mistress, a faithful friend, and an agreeable 
neighbour or acquaintance. But when all these rare qualities 
are united to beauty, we can only consider the possessor as 
the phoenix of her sex, and her busband as the most fortu- 
nate of men. Yet even here, beauty is but a secondary 
charm, the first and greatest being temper; for from the 
virago, though beautiful as Venus, man flies in terror. 

lam, madam, yours, 


MENTOR. 


—_——O st OO 


TRAITS OF CHARACTER, 


Last winter while ona tour through the northern states, 
I took up my residence for some weeks in the town of 
A ‘The fourth day after my arrival I was prevailed on 
to accompany a friend to a public ball. We were conduct- 
ed into a spacious room well lighted, and containing a bril- 
liant assemblage of beauty and fashion. Most of the gen- 
tlemen wore military uniform, and the glitter of their dress 
added not a little to the brillancy of the scene. After saun- 
itcring up and down the room for some time, feeling no in- 
clination to join the dancers, we retired to a corner and 
amused ourselves by making observations on the various 
beings who composed the motley group. 
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‘«* As you are a stranger,” said my companion, “ I will 
endeavour to delineate for your amusement some of the 
principal characters you see, and wiil begin with chat gen- 
tlemai who is dancing with so much animation. 1 he gen- 
tleman aliuded to, hardly reached the middie stature; he 
was elegaitly tormed, his compiexion ciear brown, his fine 
black eyes beaming with imeliigence, and cvery ieature of 
his expressive litle face cast 11 beauty’. :.ould. That,” 
said my irieud, ‘is major L. Born in afflucuce, he lias al- 
ways been aliowed to induige his desires however unrea- 
sonable, of course his caprice and extravagance are un. 
limited. He was educated for the bar, for which his bril- 
liant imagination, Capacious undersianding, graceiui clocu- 
tion, and harmonious voice, eminently quainy him. Favour- 
ed by fortune, possessing ail uie captivating qualitics na- 
ture and education can bestow, he neglects those godlike 
gifts, and it is only im the giddy circle of fashion, or the 
haunts of dissipation, he is to be found. Yet his exceilent 
understanding has been careiuliy cultivated; he excels in 
every branch of elcgant and useful learnin ig; his manners 
are most fascinating, aud amid the disciples of science, as 
weil as the votaries of picasure, he shines a luminary of the 
brightest lustre. 

How deplorable to see such exalted talents thus debased. 

His moria..gs are spent in sieep, his evenings in trifling, 
and his nighis divided between the bottle and the gamiig 
tabie. 
Yet he has virtues: his courage is unqucstionable; he is 
firm in trieidship; “ he has a tear for pity, and a hand open 
as the das for melting charity.”’ It is to be hoped that when 
time shail have corrected the excesses of youch, and expe- 
Ficnce shown the ineihcacy of the course he now pursues 
to couler happiness, he wiii throw off the maniie of jolly in 
which he is now enveloped, aid become what nature de- 
stined him for, the ornament, and pride of society. ‘RR 


To be con mued. 
-_———= + oe 


B.chelor’s Hall, January 12, 1815. 


MADAM, 
We are’a company of bachelors, residing at » small dis- 
tance from the renowned city in which your noted paper is 
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published; and having a large portion of leisure, we shail do 
ouiseives the honour whenever we feel an inclination of en- 
lightening your city, through the medium of your paper, of 
which we take one copy; we should undoubtedly have taken 
a copy a piece, only when it was put to vote somebody de- 
clared, that ‘here would be so many female writers that he 
could not bear the sight of more than one at most; so it 
was rejected, 

We are ail of us genuine bachelors, and hate any thing 
like females. By this candid confession we hope not to of- 
fend you, or any of your readers; but mereiy mention it 
that they may be a little acquainted with our characters. 
We shall now leave them to the enjoyment of their own 
opinions; hoping that we shall convince them, that the sin- 
gie state is the happiest. However, ii after all our pains and 
troubie, they stili continue to get married, we shall only 
say, we cannot help it. We wiil now begin by giving a 
short extract irom our log book. 

; Philadelphia, March 3, 1802. 


Several young men, bachelors, believing that they should 
live happicr if they were out of the noise and bustle inci- 
dent to a city life; and ioreover in which there are so ma- 
ny pestering females, they alter duly weighing and consi- 
dering the matter, have concluded to live upon the place of 
Roberti Rosoph. one of the number: and do hereby author- 
ise him to fit up the house, &c. for thcir reception, as soon 
possibie: and to aid him therein, appoint Jonathan Sago as 
a committee to aid him therein. 

Iam, madam &c. 


ALIQUEM QUISQUE, JR. 


—- > aa 


RECOLLECTION OF INFANCY. 


Selected from the Savage, published by Thomas S. Manning. 


Tue first thought concerning the final period of our joys 
and of our existence is inexpressibly distressing. ** Must I 
die also?” said I to the sage Oconi-mico—‘* must I die 
as well as Quibo? ** Thou must also die,’’ answered Oconi- 
mico. ** Shali Ino more walk? Shali Imo more climb up 
the mountain of buffaloes? Shall I no more shake the fruit 
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from the beautiful pawpaw tree, or swim in the waters of 
‘Tuckabatchee? Shall I no more, dear Oconi-mico, shall I 
no more see the sun rise among the trees of the forest?” 
*¢ My dear child,” said Oconi-mico, ‘ behold the stalks of 
maize, do they flourish lon iwer than one season? Observe 
the trees of the forest; they grow old and become rotten: 
must a man live forever? ‘Thou must become old; thy 
hands must tremble, thine eyes become dim, and death put 
a period to thy existence.” ‘* What is death?” “ Death is 
the end of life. Death is nothing.”’ ‘ ] cannot under- 
stand that: come, let us look at my brother Quibo. Is he 
asleep! iet us awake him. His face is coid; his eyes are clos- 
ed; his limbs are stifl: he is dead. I | touch him, he can- 
not feel me; If I cry he cannot hear me; Should I pull open 
his eyes, he would not see me: he is dead. W hy did he lie 
down on-this bed and die?. Why did he fall asleep and die? 
I will run wiid on the hills. I wiil never lie down to sleep, 
any more. I wil not die.” 

‘‘ My dear boy, look at Quibo: he has feet, but he can- 
not walk; he has hands, but he cannot bend -his bow, or 
take an arrow from his quiver; he has eyes, but he cannot 
see the sun rise among the trees of the forest: the life—the 
spirit—the thought of Quibo is gone away to the land of 
souls.’ Sudden as a flash of lightning from a summer cloud, 
sprang up a new and delightful idea: Quibo is not a// dead; 
his thought has gone to another country. ** Where is the 
land of souls?” Oconi-mico took me by the hand and ied 
me to the door of our hut. * Raise your eyes, my son, and 
observe those red clouds in the heavens.” I observe them.” 
** Do you see those blue mountains, whose towering sum- 
mits are mixed with the descending clouds?”’ ‘ | see 
them.” 

‘¢ Beyond these mountains, there is a wide river; beyond 
that river, there is a great country; on the other side of that 
contry, there is a wor/d of water; in that water there is a 
thousand islands: the sun is gone down among them. These 
islands are full of fruit trees and streams of water. A thou- 
sand bultaloes and ten thousand deer graze on the hills or 
ruminate in the valleys.” “ When I die, shall I become 
an inhabitant of those islands?” “ Love your friends; be- 
come a great warrior; and when you dic, the good spirit 
will convey you to the land of souls, where Quibo is.” 
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“Who is the good spirit? Where is he?” ‘ He is above 
the stars; he sends down the rain, the hail and the snow; 
and he passes by in the wild tornado. Bad children, like 
the son of Ottoma, go down into the earth, to a dark place, 
where dwell the wicked spirits. My child, your mind 1s fa- 
tigued as well as your body. You must go to rest. Pomor- 
row you shall see Quibo.” 

He took me in his arms and bore me to my couch; he 
wiped away the tears from my cheeks wiih the back oi his 
hand, adding, “* Rest in peace; the good being will: send 
down his angels to watch over your slumbers.”’ I siept; and 
sweet was my repose. What can soothe and caim the mind 
like the protection of a great and benevolent being? ihe 
child may repose confidence tn the arm of its father: but, to 
whom shall the father look up for support? He is conscious 
of his own weakness, and icels his dependence on every 
thing that surrounds him. He cannot subject nature to his 
empire, nor drive the planets: irom their orbits. Must he 
submit to the operation of causes and cflects? Must he die 
and be forgotten forever? Or is there any truth im the con- 
solatory invitation: ‘ Coive unio me, all ye that are weary 
and heavy- laden, and I will give you rest.’ Christians! 
Your religion naneahs sweetly in the ears of a weak and er. 
ring creature, like san. It speaks to the heart, affords a re- 
fuge to the miserabie, and provides a remedy for every 
evil: But I cannot divest myself of my original opinions. 
How indelible are the impressions we receive in childhood! 
Fifty summers have browned my visage, and fifty wmters 
have furrowed my cheek; yet still the maxims of Oconi- 
mico are deeply engraven on the tablets of my mind. The 

: of science has striven In vain to dissipa: e the darkness 
of my superstition; stilll see my god in the black cloud, and 
listen to ** the voice of his oy ae y”’ in the thunder; sul 
he reigns in the tempest, and passes by in the tornado. 


—P + 


He who always seeks more light, the more he finds, 
and finds more the more he seeks; is one of the few happy 
mortals who take aud give in every point of time: the ude 
and ebb of giving and receiving is the sum of humen hap 
piness, | which he alone enjoys who always wishes to ac 
quire new knowledge, and always finds it, 








To C., Crito, Valerian, and all whom it may concern, and to whom 
these presents mey come, Greeting. 
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SLEEP. 


> - 


WueEn morning streaks with misty white 5 
The sable vestments of the night, 

Then gentle dreams in gambols bound, 
And light drawa slumbers glide around. 
Then rosy fancy flings her chains, 

And leads us o’er enchanted plains; 
And s:ecp is all the good I kuow, 

The silky veil that hides my wo. 

No biight ideas gild my bed, 

No lively bopes their treasures shed; 

A dreary, vapid, jovless scene, 

Is all my grave and me between. j 


ae thd 


How sad it seems when slumbers fly, 
And sunbeams blaze along the sky, 
To feel no sunbeam in the mind; 
There all is dark, and cold, and blind. 
Then memory on inky wiigs, 

Her retrospective poison brings; 
And expectation, blacker still, 

Bids deep despair my bosom fill. 


Once charming was my waking hour, : ‘ 
When sweet reflections knew my bower; 

When springing from my couch of balm, 

My views were bright, my heari was calm; 

When laughing pleasure at my board, 

Spread out her over sparkling hoard; 

Wcre love and friendship sweetly smiled, 

And of its thorn each care beguiled— 

But now, I ask thy presence sleep; 

Alas! I only waked io weep. RINALDO. 


a 





‘THovuGu flattery’s arrow seldom fails, 

To hit the target it assails, 

Though high spiced dishes yield their zests, 
To holiday, and sunday guests. 


The target, often pierced, lets through 
The shaft that at its centre flew; . 


- 
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And luscious viands soon will cloy oo sep 
An appetite for soder joy. 


Who much is flatter’d, will at least 
Prociaim the treat, a common feast; 
And say, no more exists the taste 
For words of such profusive waste. 


Then, C. and Crito, cease to woo; 
And you, profound Valerjan, too; 
Let not the vigour of your lays 
Evaporate in fulsome praise; 


When all you gain is but the grace 
Of dimples from a pretty face: 

For sou/s that are to genius true 
Will laugh at flattery—and you. 


Let Rosa rest; and, you will see, 

Wi:hout your flattery. she will be, 

With all the wit of Salmagundi, 

Not Rosa, but the Rosa- Mundi. GNOMON. 


i oe 


SUSPENSE. 


How long, how long. O dire Suspense! 


Wilt thou thus hol. thy tyrant reign? 


How long wilt thou to me dispense 


A troubled mind, and ceaseless pain? 


How long wilt thou thus cloud each joy, 


And blast each hope when in the bud? 


Each comfort—pleasure—all destroy, 


And plant a briar where tney stoed? 


Oh! fiend, forego thy cruel sway! 


Let smiling Cupid from above, 


Soon turn my midnight into day, 


And bless me with sweet Laura’s love. MERTON. 


a 


HEIGH HO! 


I Love a maid, I own it—where 
The fault? 

‘Vo where. if she be true and fairj=s 
But halt! 
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For are you sure the maid loves you? 
Heich Ho! | 

That hints she is not fair and true. 
O! No! 

For she is fair as beauty’s self 
And true. 

Then marry her, you trifling elf. 
*T wont do;— 

For though she’s fair, and true as Heaven, 
D’ ye see,— 

Her \ove is to another given, 


Not me. HEIGH HO! 


i 


HOME AND LOVE. 


Ye gods, give monarchs what ye please, 
Give me but home, and rural ease; 

Give gold to every sofdid soul, 

But keep me from its mean control]; 
Give me a modest share of wealth, 
With lovely Rosa, books and health; 
These are my wishesespeak, ye great, 
If this be pride, or pomp, or state. 


' TIMOTHY TWIST. 


= - 


Timothy Twist’s answer toa Young Lady who sent him her eomplinenfe 
on the Ten of Hearts. 


Your compliments, lady, I pray you forbear, 

And in mercy, hereafter, pray be more sincere; 
Ten hearts you have sent me, one only is thine, 
Give me but that heart—you may burn t’other ning. 


—— 


SOLUTION TO THE ENIGMA IN No. 9: 


W uew vrief’s pale signet stamps the cheeky 
And tears bedew the eye, 

Hofie can recal the banish’d rose, . 
And check the rising sigh. 


When o’er the midnight sea, his bark 
The hardy satlor steers, 
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When storms around him fiercely howl, 
Sweet Hojie his bosom cheers. 


When the Creator’s awful will 
Recals the life ne gave, 
Hofie soothes the dying pang, and points 
To “ worlds beyond the grave.” ROSA. 


_— —ere 


SOLUTION TO THE SAME. 


WueEy yielding to its magic power 

Hope cheers us in the darkest hour; 
When waves of trouble o’er us roil, 
Hope is the anchor of the soul. 


But more than Hofe’s required, I ween, 

W hen man’s about to quit this scene; 

Tis faith in Christ is then his stay, 

When earthiy shadows fade away. OLIVIA.. 


— 


MRS. EDITRESS, 


If you deem the following “ first attempt” ofa Tyro worthy of an in- 


-sertion in the Regale, it is at your service. 


Philadelphia, January 20, 1815. 
TO CECILIA. 


Tue muses have ne’er proved propitious to me, 

Ot times have I woo’d them. as oft did they flee; 
With frowning disdain they’d answer my prayers, 
And told me—* don’t meddle with poet’s affairs.” 
Notwithstanding this lack of pure poesy’s fire, 

To answer your ricdle in rhyme Ili aspire, 
(Although Ill confess that I have not a hope 

Of equalling Cowper, or Milton, or Pope,) 

Tis gallantry only directs the rude scrawl, 

For who could refuse it, when you give the call? 

== Now tell me, Cecilia, if] gues. aright, 

That no power but Hose, that’s so fair and so bright, 
Con cheer up the sailor and banish despzir, 

Can bic to fly from us each dull anxious care, 

Can point the dymg christian’s enrapturous gaze, 
To scenes far more briiliant than noon day’s bright blaze; 
And some are so wed to the doctrine of craving, 
They tell us that Aoping is better than having. 
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ANECDOTES. 


SHoRTLY after the revolution, one of the emigrants from 
Ireland happening to get into a quarrel which ended in a 
battle of which he got the worst, and was besides fined by 
the civil law for a breach of the peace,—after coming from. 
the court, meeting with a ship mate, he vehemently de- 
clared he would be off immediately for Ireland, where he 
could get himself lathered like a wet sack, and it would not 
cost him a farthing. 

A prisoner being brought before a justice, the following 
dialogue passed: —‘* How do you live, iellow?”—* Pretty 
weil sir; generally a joint and a pudding for dinner.” —* I 
mean sir, how do you get your dread?” — “ I beg you wor- 
ship’s pardon; sometimes at the baker’ anu sometimes at 
the chandler’s shop.”’—“ Sirrah, you attempt to be witty; 
I mean semply toask you how you do!—Tolerably well I 
thank your worship, I hope your worship is well.” 


———f-F 


MARRIAGES. 

At Exeter (N. H.) His exceilency Henry Taylor Gilman, govetior 
of the state of New Hampshire, to Miss Charlotte Hamilton. 

In the Northern Liberties, on the evening of the 18th instant, by 
William Moulder, esquire, Zhomas Zell, to Hannah Ogden, daughter 
of the late Hugh Ogden. 

O. Tuesday evening the 24th instant by the Rev. doctor Abercrom- 
bie, Mr. Edward Mulock, to Miss Ann Kensey, both of this city. 

On Thursday evening, the 19ch instant, Mr. Jusn Watson, to Migs 
Ann MFarlane, both of this city. 


DEATHS. 
On the 12th instant, heutenant Charies VW. Sr/lors, of the Indepef- 
dent Rifle Company of the city and county of Philadelphia. 


On the 14th instant, in this city, in the 20th your of his age, Mr. Jo- 
sefih Graff, of a painful illness. 

Same day, at Burlington, New Jersey, in the 90th year of his age; 
Mr. William Redwood, a native of Salem, Massa-husetts, but for up- 
wards of 40 years a respectable resident of this city. 

Same day, in this city, after a shori illness, Mrs. Margaret Franklin, 
wife of Mr. Samuel R. Franklin, and late widow of Mr. Daniel Van- 


derslice. 
Same dav. in this city, in the 28th year of his age, Mr. Sosefik Wil- 


cox, son of Mark Wilcox, esq. of Delaware ceunty. 
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On the 17th instant, of a long and painful illness, Mr. Wiliam Carr, 


of the firm of Robert and William Carr, printers, of this city. 

Same day, in this city, of ashort illness, Mr. J. J. Barralet, an emi- 
nent artist, aged 68 years. 

On the 20th instant, in the 35th year of her age, Mrs. Elizubeth Cor- 
Jieid, wile of Jesse Corfield, of this city. 


— + eo 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The beautiful selection by Emma has been too frequently published 
to appear in the Tea Tray: she may, however, see the sentiments under 


another form some time hence. 
‘The editress hopes Anna will cultivate her talent; if she does she 


will improve. We wish for more female writers. 
Several solutions to Hope have come to hand, evidently the attempts 
of infant genius: to encourage them to look to the bright goddess for 


further favours, we publish them. 


TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

Owing to the great increase of subscribers, the carriers have found 
it impracticable to serve the paper and at the same time collect the 
payments; the Editress has therefore .ppointed a person for the purpose 
of collecting within the city and liberties. 

N. B. The 3d monthly payment will be due on Saturday next. 


—» +a 


ERRATUM —In transcribing Clermont Herbert for our last num- 
ber, the name of Barkly was erroneously inserted for Bankiy. 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 

A young woman, who can be well recommended, wishes employ- 
ment, either asa mantuamaker or milliner, being mistress of both. She 
would be willing to engage by the week or day in a respectable family. 
Her address may be had at the office of the Tea Tray. 

A young woman also wishes to be em:ploved in sewing, ironing, or 
in other light work in a smail family Inquire as above. 
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The Lytetiretvat Reears, or Lapres’ Tea Tray, is published every Saturday, 
by Mrs. Carr, No. 98 Race-street. Each number will contain sixteen octavo pages, 
every six months forming a handsome volume of tour hundred and sixteen pages. 
Price three dollars a year, collected monthly by the carriers. Subscribers not re- 
siding in the city, to pay one dollar in advance, and the other two at the close of 
the first six months. Sbscriber’s names will be published at the end of the first 


volffme: 


—_— 





DENNES HEARTT, PRINTER. 





